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river, the Castle, the woods above, not the old build-
ings near the Rathaus and the Kornmarkt, though no
doubt all these play their part; it is the blossom and
the atmosphere. Here is a town smiling out of a
garden in a wood. The chestnuts are bright with
pink or white candles; the hawthorns are all in flower;
the magnolia and laburnum are neighbours down
every street; the villas of the professors are overhung
with wistaria; and everywhere the rain is sweetening
the lilac. I do not know what Heidelberg is like at
any other season, but now it is a place filled with wet
lilac. The Neckar winds smoothly between its steep,
green hills; the mists, liks puffs from a giant's cigar-
ette, swirl about the red castle hanging above the
town; and there, between them, are the little streets
of wet lilac. I hope that among these students with
the comic hats, which they are for ever raising, there
are some poets, some good old-fashioned rhymesters,
so that the purple and white blossom shall not go
unsung. Let them raise their hats to the rain-
drenched lilac.

I nearly burned my passport and my boats this
morning. We had sauntered along the Leopoldstrasse,
which is entirely filled with bright little shops, the
greenest of green leaves, and this multitude of blos-
som, and as we walked along the rain shrank to a few
glittering drops. We turned down and found our-
selves in a little street just behind the Stadt Theater.
A few people were hanging about, and they were
listening to a good round baritone voice that was sing-